\AAAMAANN\ 
AN 
AAA 


Deeds 
of 
Light 


Tse Hao Guang 


ue TEN YEAR SERIES by Math Paper Press 


A Ten Year Series book 


First published in 2015 by 

Ten Year Series by Math Paper Press 
Singapore 

SBN 978-9810-97-311-7 


Designed by 

Sarah and Schooling 

Printed and bound by 
Markono Print Media Pte Ltd 
Distributed by 
BooksActually 

With the support of 


—=—— 
—_———— 
——— 
——— 
—_—_——— 


NATIONAL ARTS COUNCIL 
SINGAPORE 


© Tse Hao Guang 2015 


All rights reserved. Except for quotation of 
short passages for the purpose of criticism 
and review, no part of this publication 

may be reproduced in any form or by any 
means, electronic or mechanical, including 
photocopying, recording or any information 
storage and retrieval system, without the 
prior permission in writing from the author, 
through Ten Year Series. Any person who 
does any unauthorised act in relation to 
this publication may be liable to criminal 
prosecution and civil claims including 


(without limitation) any claim for damages. 


Tse Hao Guang 


Deeds 
of 
Light 


UL TEN YEAR SERIES by Math Paper Press 


“Colours are the deeds of light, its deeds and sufferings” 


—Goethe 
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Deeds of Light 


glass elevator 


at 7.25 a.m. each day except 
weekends you (rolled magazine 
under left arm) take the elevator 
(cheap coffee in right hand) up 
(most mon & thu in creased cream 
blouse, alternate wed in pencil 
skirt & glasses because of board 
meeting) to level 18 where the air 
is clearer (once you stared out 

at the hotel opposite, pretending 
ice-capped mountains were in 
view) & your office (once | missed 
my stop wondering about fri’s 
agenda (I saw you had 10 files & 
no Vogue)) waits (on the same 
floor of a different building) 


\\\ 
\\\ 
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Old Purposes 


Careful: step out into the not-quite-street. 
It used to be a swamp, and sunk boar, pushed 
roots into the air, and stank, and free 


from old purposes still it tries to take 
you in. This parking lot is where the gash 
of a hill once stood. Breathe slow. Speak 


short sentences. No knowing when the earth, 
so rich and red, might fill a lung. And rushing 
past us, silent now, the houses, mirthful, 


cackling with flame just thirty years ago. 
Nearly done. Why have all the fishes 
disappeared? This pavement used to glow 


with them, the yearning of a sea grown thin 
from lack. Now, trust the surf, how it washes, 
come, the crowd is surging, let us swim. 
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The High Places 
are easy to possess—the dim tunnel 
where trains flow, submerged halls 


fevered and dense, make it such 
that if we go barefoot we will touch 


high places, anyhow—or so they 
say. Let night-time test them, then: 


he girls decide to go home late, 
balancing accounts on their necks 


ike pearls, singly or in sequences, 
almost safe, leaving the last hours 


o the boys who reach flat rooftops 


ined with iron, not to jump, 


instead, burning the ants of cars, to find 
again the whisper, this is mine, mine... 
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Leaping 


His new way to be pedestrian. His sliding down 

the Elgin Bridge. His shirtlessness. His hypothetical 
retracing of pipe, ledge, railing. His discovery 

of dust to dry the palms. His hatred of stairwells 

and lifts. His arc from planter to pavement over 

open drain, through the winking ixora, past breathless 
pregnant dog, or grandpa with a pram. His private 
skygardens and their flowering pipes. His falls. 


His ground to second floor. His a to b in a quarter 
minute flat. His eight hooked fingers, white against 
wall. His filling the void deck with desire lines. 

His debt to concrete. His figurative flags and planks. 
His rules of physics. His actual pipe, ledge, railing. 
His side-to-side his overhead bridge his freewheeling. 


x= 


is sleeping parents. His key ona leash. His, when 
night is a used up tube of Darlie, his lying still, arms 
out, his waking dreams of leaping, being caught. 
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Stance and Distance 


There is a rough precipitate of sleep around these parts. 
My mother and my father have an equal share. 

No setting on the ceiling fan will soothe my rising illness. 
| wake and quickly find my dream has reappeared. 


The window gasps to show it’s warmer than we feared. 
The walls perceive our neighbour's block is faithless. 

| tap on doors, surprised, and ask if | am there. 
Somewhere far away a nervous telephone restarts. 


Deeds of Light 


Gongs, Alarms 


| am from the high rise bomb shelter. 

From the Speak Good Singlish Movement, red as plum, 
where the joyful grammarian worms. | am from nameless 
noodle stalls with frowny uncles, from palm copy-paste 
plantations, from the ice-stoking wilds of Ontarian 
suburbs. | am from the strut and peck of hao gong 

min. | have a badge. | am from the policeman who drove 
me to school, from the lawyer’s letter, the leaving. 


| am from muddy tea stretched to a metre and a half as we 
looked for its heart, from the black nut that oozed and invited 
fingers or silver spoons. | am from the are you from China? 

| am from the gongs of Imperial China. From each love 

letter of the alphabet, crisp, incandescent. | am from 

Asian Values. | signed a pledge to outlaw the water vapour 
stirring in air. |am from a thing that spits and spits. 

| am from the itch to sugar the split. 
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Mentakab 


Road-sick, dribbling, those in the back 
ask if stopping will clear the senses, 

if clearing might make the sky’s slick 
swell to chance 


of rain. Therefore they cry. What burden 
rearview drivers, what news and towns 
passed to pass time, what gauze curtain 
clouds thrown 


through vanishing point, what blur future 
memory? In the place they will end 

up chafing at, there are fragile creatures 
feathered, pinned, 


their nests gold to the black market, 
locked on the top floor. Half of me 
hopes the image of those half-dark 
dusty streets 


is accurate. That the smell of retch 

and leather is, that plates on a lazy susan 
may remain, that the snick and snatch 
of hokkien 


keeps its unintelligible tart. Nothing 
more than our quiet, than rage. 

Half of me released the swiftlets straining 
in their cages. 
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Richmond Hill 


Like the rose 

you flourish, your motto says, however 

| never saw one all the winters | lost 
trying, through thick grey air, to converse 


with the big 

house and each part-stranger within, 
some pyrrhic victory, much like smog 
smeared on tiger economies coughing 


every note 

of their development index anthem, 
achieved in the padded basement 
where the Nintendo lived, where then 


we would, 

repeating the same few games over 
hours before patience suddenly unfolded, 
origami creature, creased sharp, never 


to return to 

paper, flat; yet still | learned 

how to fold a rose, with the snow 
heaving all around big house, around 


my neck 

and the necks of my many cousins 

who had to attend classes the very next 
day, who beat me at video games. 
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The Tai Chi Master 


Peering down at a man who | am told 
did tai chi mornings, | must have for | am told 
told grandma, and she understood. 


| am told there is a balance to all things 
just like pebbles skimming on pools 
like the angle of feet, or so | am told. 


To tai chi also means to shift the blame, 
stance held, then at once swept clean 
to another, another place, angle, stone. 


We left because it was returning to China, 
| am told, so no more master, no one 
defining style of taking the flighty task 


of telling a history of self and skipping it 
clear across the water, thousands of such skips 
in all, to the place where | am told 


what the other meaning of tai chi is. 
Maybe grandma blames me for no 
longer understanding, but look: 


his feet root, hands pattern chaos, still 
balanced as genealogies roll from 
shoulder to shoulder. Who showed him how? 
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Bak Kut Teh 


Heart of a dish is a catalyst, uncovered 
inside-out and left. The work of many 
pairs of hands clots to the cream of coin. 
Someone grew the spices, someone bled 
the pig. Differing views were sought. Spoil, 
all the careful mouths agree, already. 


Which critic will praise it, official formally 
endorse it, shopping centre coupon redeem? 
Trust of a dish holds sickness, sorrowful, 
often bought. Remember fingers softly 
starting up, clacking sums. A pool 

of spit soon dries. Tea spills past the rim. 


One day perhaps the sun might slip aside, 
free itself from the limits of laundry, 

and undaunted by earnest, measured utilities, 
reveal the marrow. You, sun, once-derided, 
who first discovered the dish through similes 
and newsprint, are now loosed, are hungry. 
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Hedge Fund Managers 


Lim’s first king competes with Yuda’s deadly chopster, 

just three chops and Lim wins easy. Later 

rematch ends in draw as Pisang almost takes a leg 

off Megaman who scampers round the glossy leaf 

too fast for eyes, under, and Megaman is tapping out, 

wispy web dangles from the end of a vein. Nowadays 

NParks guys will fine you for finding fighters at the reserves, 
even downstairs (tough!) of your estate. Yuda’s Khatib 
stretches wide to frighten Ah Lim’s medium chopster Hulk. 
Three limbs out, they catch reinforcements anyway, 
schoolboy cup of hands in the bush that often crushes precious 
kings. Lim will name his newest champion Dinosaur. 

Yuda keeps each soldier safe in separate sunlit 

boxes. Come Monday, Goondu and Charlie and Saruman 
rest; their owners, suited, assume the wary stance of spiders. 
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All the Sounds of Mynahs 


Final crow proclaims its insolence alone, 

is shot. Little boy, lost, decides to browse 
unmarked back shelves of Sheng Siong, 
finds a little nest. Mimosa grows and grows 
vulnerable to breath. Who will talk to it? 


Looking for cockatoo-sitter while family 
plus maid visits Australia. Will pay cash. 
Cannot draw a quartered tomato, biology 
tutor needed. The swimming pool is fresh 
or salt water also don’t know—taste a bit. 


Chickens come from FairPrice, bulldogs 

from The Pet Safari, goldfish from Underwater 
World. When too-early morning sun drags 

me out of bed, the koel calls; | wonder 

what new crime its telling me to commit. 


At night, all the trees in town come alive 
with all the sounds of mynahs. Each tried 
their best to preach to me. They believe 
enlightenment has come. Put your tired 
shopping down and squat, or lie, or sit. 
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The Limp 


It takes very little to fall 
short. Glasses. Grandma stumbled 
over baby toys, walks 


funny now. Balls of crumpled 
math paper after class, 
trashed. Soft rotten dimples 


in smiling fruit. Talks less 
than other girls. Lecture smoking 
son. Dentist forgets to floss. 


Hear the man who lived to sing 
pale wife awake. Poison 
made her spirit slow, aching 


for silly man, angry sun. 
She drags a numbed foot. She falls. 
He turns. She turns. Both walk on. 
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Seven Thousand 


Prayer to Saint Philomena 


For a dry December. For strength 
from the pull up. For her face. 

For her face the smell of earth. 

For, like a miser, the counting of days. 


For escape. For a different new year. 
For seven thousand islands emergent, 
and one far too much. For everywhere 
fire. For who knows why. For flint. 


For the name of a tropical storm. For 
shards of glass. For each unconfessed sin. 
For foreign coins oxidising in their jars. 
For more leaving after this leaving. 
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After Dinner, No Stars 


No more leaving after this leaving, but here 

| am, in the womb of a jeepney, in a candlelit 
procession swaying slow down V. Rama, bent 

over a bowl of soup for three, sweating in my chair. 


The woman at the other table has been silent 
for years, faces the street because she sees 
more than |—how the roadside river smokes; 
above Mang Inasal, the veiled moon in heat. 


All others come and go but | remain, and her 
bowed back remains, and | imagine the eyes 
that take in, every night, the long dust of a city. 
“Hello,” | try. She fetches me a can of beer. 


Deeds of Light 


Whale Shark Watching 


“Hello...” | try to speak, but the wind is loud, 
it rings, and rung ears cannot balance. 

“Go,” a boatman scoops up shrimp and shouts 
at me to enter, and the ocean is a mess 
of darkened humps against clear crystal, “now!” 


Through the burning salt | catch a gape: 

the thing is more surprised to see me than | it. 
Boatman Two beside me clutches rope 

in one hand, a GoPro in the other, and gets 
me to dive down deeper. Blurry shapes... 


Later, flipping through the fifty shots that make 
up my memory, | figure out what it looks like. 
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Yes 


In my memory, | figured | would not miss 
you—but my hotel room knows me well, 
leaves me alone, leaves half an answer (yes). 


In my hotel room, my eyes are walled 
shut. The daily ferry is all booked out. 
Wasted time takes more time to distill. 


In my mind’s eye, you stretch out like a cat 
without its purr, expand to fill the room, 
shake the furniture. No more space for doubt. 


In my other half an answer, memory is soon 


forgotten. My eyes wander on. The loss 
of today’s ferry is tomorrow’s gift to lose. 
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A View of Hills 


Yesterday’s stranger is today’s stoic guide, 
nape inches from my face. His Kawasaki 
under us. | suppose he can feel me breathe. 


Tickled by a fly, the land yawns itself awake 
once more, tolerates us buzzing up the side 
of a flank, deposits the bike on a ridge, gently. 


He tells me these hills are mounds of cocoa 
in summer, sun-browned, Kisses. | can’t speak 
from caging all the greenery to fit in my head. 


This is not the view of Bohol, but it is near 


enough. The trees are rippling fur. The wind blows 
close, leonine and sweet against our necks. 
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Spare Change 


The sun is wilder than a lion and sweet as honey 
dripped on my neck. Sappho is with me, and sand— 
fragments of rock—blesses every inch of skin. 
Children build castles at the border of sea and land. 


| have made my peace. | have grown thin. 

| see my beer-lady, my boatman, in every local face. 
| know their English is not the English | dream in, 
which is not the English | read. This is a sandy place. 


Sappho, | know better than to wish your work 
complete. Another ocean rings in the blank space 
beyond words. A man comes, with knowing smirk 
and fruit for sale. For now I'll speak with money. 
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Remittance 


Instead of cash or cards, | send my voice. 
Instead of candied fruit, my aching body. 
A worn foot basin instead of anointing oil 
or sandals. Instead of my voice, a story. 


Instead of a night sky choked with nebulae, 
I'll send other beauties: a pothole of black 
water like a scrying pool, the twist of fate 
in a half-formed duck egg, a checklist’s x. 


Instead of sunlight, rain to make amends, 
floods, hand-me-down snorkels to breathe 
underwater. Salt instead of fresh. Instead 
of a dry December, | will send you strength. 
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Midautumn 


The moon is pregnant in a starless sky, 
the lake pregnant with the full 
figure of the moon. Half-asleep, my 


fingers grip a muddy rock and pull 
it out by the root. You gather sticks 
to plug the muddy hole. The cool 


breeze turns against the grass to flick 
crickets from their hiding places in soil. 
We are hiding too, but simple tricks 


must run out sometime. The public toil 
of these clouds will not run out soon. 


Even though the spore-filled fern is a coil 


in time and the hungry fish a spoon, 
the mirror-lake is an anchor for the moon. 
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Losing Count 


Rosary 


Arithmetic and heaven seem to meet 
here, in your hands. Earnest, | barged 

in once and broke your words, strung 
along our silences. We groped for them 
in vain, catching snatches of take this pain 
and show me how. You were never one 
for careless talk, but | am still learning. 
stammered, retreated, my voice loud; 


could not know what you were holding. 
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Pencils 


Freshly sharpened in a row, they please 

my artist’s eye. You cannot see from where 

you sit how lead might snap or tracing 

go astray. The gentle aftermath of shavings 

and eraser dust are signs of just how many 

points have blunted. What | hold in frame looks 
nothing like the view of you—hour-old elbow 
with day-long neck, two legs slightly out of sync— 
don’t move, stay still, it’s almost done. 
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Baby Oil 


After every shower, quick and wincing, 

| trust the label, apply liberal amount 

to affected area, imagine you. How 

many weeks have passed without 

my hands coarse on your skin? How 

many months before this itch ceases? 

I’ve given up calculating, I’ve let years slip, 
slowly, quickly, from cracks in my cupped 
palms to plastic celadon tile. 
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The Handyman 


One day she asked what you were going to China 
again for, and you, often the cheery fixer-upper 
stopped wrenching the sink to preach the dollar’s 


decline, how work was work and hard. She asked 
why you had to buy those T-shirts, thin, white, risky 
washing in the age of bleeding dye. It suits my skin 


was your reply. Later she would find out cheap 
fashion was your thing—you hated getting ripped 
off more than getting hit on, or shut out, that each 


man for himself meant you were called to be fitter 
than all competition, so the yuan was a sure bet, 
don’t fork out for stuff you can make or mend or get 


for free. She asked why don’t you love me anymore. 
You said it’s me. You said you know certain chords 
clash and | am that annoying sharp at the border 


of resolution, the off-rhyme. Art should be a public 
good, one supposes, like clean water, or dialect, 
or desire. She said it takes energy to pick a lock, 


time to undo a mural. Only years from now, paint 


dried up, will she appreciate practicality, politeness, 
the retro space age gallery of your lies—all white. 
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Unlike Bukit Ho Swee 


my eyes refuse to burn. Instead, | grasp 

a length of rope and twist it into knots. 

The hangman’s noose is playful too, you know, 
and rough as a familiar palm. And sweet. 

The fortune-teller didn’t see this coming. 

The letter-writer notes the wrong address. 

The streets will beat, a syndrome, arrhythmia 
and tar and dust, and fingerless hands on wrist- 
watches will proclaim: hurry up please it’s, 

up please it’s, please it’s time, it’s time, time. 


The neighbourhood is on the prowl again. 
The park connector chokes a conscientious 
jogger, who runs to save his life. The water- 
seller’s cart is hollow, like a shell the snail 

has rotted out of. Hurry up please, please it’s, 
a twisting knife, the lallang’s rustle 

in the wind, a quiet screaming. As you creep 
away from me, the lovers in your park 

are double-crossing, my love, each other. 


If concrete is dependable, then never build 

with wood. If fire, unavoidable, 

were to rush through the shophouse of the heart, 
then turn, tenderly, away from the scene 

of the crime, and hurry up, hurry up, 

please, move along, nothing to see here. 
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East Coast Park 


Sand bar thins. 
Half-wild, half-white dogs 
root in tins. 


Shell dust 
in crab holes. Last 
month’s newspapers. 


Wrinkled black 
in the wind, men 
reel mystical fish. 


Those ubiquitous 
dogs. Jutting 
concrete watch-point. 
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Reduce family 
of six to a tent. 
Sweet meat smoke. 


Grey gulls span 
slow across sky, 
mobile alarms. 


Unripe coconut jewel, 
thimbleful of sour wine 
in husk-heart. 


Dead faced kites 
claimed 
by reclaimed land. 
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Earthworks 


Friday night, the clay- and rain-smell mixes 

with overtime exhaust and takeout dinner. 

Every neon sign in puddle is slick 

with spent oil. A metal fence ensures 

buildings in progress are safe from light. The last 
workers have left the site, squat at roadside, 

sharing cigarettes. The foreman is late. 

They wait. They stare like men with something to hide. 


Sunday, Northern Arizona, the artist 

tunnels clean through the Roden Crater, 
transforming it into a naked-eye observatory. 
Forty years since he began. In a chamber 

light from distant galaxies pools and drips 
down walls. It will be finished soon, and slowly. 
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While You Were Sleeping 
After Darren Soh 


A great hand rises from the ground 
to sweep the insubstantial sand, 


gathering to a crown, an iron 
crown, the roots of homes. A fire 


chills the grass, the tree, and air 
assumes the nonchalance of a door. 


Big light pierces through the greatness 
of the hand. My eyes say yes. 


Today, the soil yields a worm, 
bold, glistening in the calm. 
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Pasir Ris 


Whitening this beach again like a blank page 
the moon allows me space to alter my will. 
All its indifference is a different rage. 


| pace the sand, animal in a cage, 
watch footsteps vanish, pale air still 
whitening this beach. Again, like a blank page, 


words will not come. The gall of the end of an age 
sits bitter on the tongue, overspills 
all. Its indifference is a different rage. 


These murmurs repeat the language 
of sin—some legacy, spat from across the hills, 
whitening this beach again, like a blank page, 


a bleached bone. Silver light falls strange 
on the sea. Can every story untold fill 
all its indifference? Is a different rage 


lesser rage? No. My steps might change, 
tracing the script of Walcott’s codicil 

whitening this beach again. Like the blank page, 
all its indifference is a different rage. 
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Serendipitously 


He went down on you, which coincided with your 
lack of nightmares, which means a lunar eclipse 
occurs when the earth comes between two familiar 
celestial bodies, which means one thing happens. 


If a train leaves City Hall at such-and-such a speed 

and time, when will it crash into the train leaving Marina 
Bay, which means what if you were a girl, which means 
one thing happens and then another thing happens. 


Silence, why are your bones broken? (they finally collided 
at two fifteen) Why is there a tear in your shirt? 

(no money for the tailor) A silver dollar for your burning 
forehead and a silver dollar for a wish and a happening. 


What if there were a thread that stitched the running river 

in your blood to the rain, and it was evaporation, and a cycle, 
what if thunder were a weight and equal to an algebraic 
problem, what if you did a thing and nothing happened? 


If down is a coincidence of signs in the sky, and the moon 
tonight currency for a debt of blood, then up means 

growth, means standing on the shoulders of the silence, 
which means it happens, and you can begin to be less afraid. 
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Gravity on Knees 


No need to cover every scrape and ache; 

You show a child he is more than blood, than thigh. 
After all cuts crust over you lace his laces, 

his steps stumbling through, rearranged by 


you. Perhaps a child is more than blood or thigh 
or stone, even if he, thrown, rolls, falls behind. 
Every step him stumbling through, rearranged by 
lamplight and roadsign, starting to coincide, 


still throwing stones, still on a roll, falling behind 
as he slips, stutters. The mossy rock is damned. 
Lamps, lights, roads, signs will start to coincide 

in his eyes, while, ready and leaf-broad, your palms 


will steady his slip. He stutters—m-moss, rocks, d-damn— 
searching for the movement from sole to soul 

in your eyes. Already in your leaf-broad palms 

he is safe. He might keep still now. He can grow old. 


No need to cover up. Every scrape and ache 
and cut has crusted over. You lace my laces. 
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Deciduous 
“So, when is the last leaf falling?” 


Haw flake slipped between forefinger 
and thumb, smooth as the pages of a used 


book, sharp and sweet like the sound 
of reading aloud when blank weightless 


air roots throat to ground, as wound 
copper cable sends words from Christmas 


Island to Ivory Coast, from wired to wireless 
fidelity, to the taut knot of knowing one 


person from whorl to footprint, slow 
walks in public parks ringed by trees 


named trumpet, sea apple, Indian rubber, 
asking when the evergreen’s leaves will fall— 


Chinese hawthorns bald through winter 
but the fruit remains. All luxuries we afford. 
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Greater Than the Sum 


Mourning 


If | were to leave a glass of wine 

out too long, the air will turn its taste 

strange, will reduce it. You’ve been open to sky 
years and it’s late—therefore | will repeat 

your memory here. It takes the sun to ripen 
evening, a cracked pebble to renounce 

a hill, a child to ask why and again 

why. Why lie round silent as guns 


cocked? Why live half and half, a foot 
wrapped in vine, a leg steeped in dregs 
of dusk? When will it be when? Let 
mirrors be the long arms that put 

me out to bed like a votive candle snug 
and fat. Now the vapour rises, bright. 
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The Wake 


Vigil at the void deck. Black-and-white 
photograph; colour shows too much 

too soon. A myth cannot be animated 
unless in parody. Your voice a gulch 

of an endless river in a place where rivers 
cannot run. A wooden frame rehearses 
waxen bodies cased in wood. The inverse 
holds still—a carved four-poster, surplus 


stock, also holds a shrivelled figure 
whose face is brought fast-forward 
here tonight. Just a trick of light, but 
| cannot quite see. No time to revere 
what | am in reverse—a coward, 
petulant again. Cannot, cannot. 
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Cremation 


The dark atoms burst to blinding, then darken 
again, for always. Every spotted stray 

is disallowed. They pirouette, with sudden 
half-hope, to a shelter. Everything erased 

but fillings and nuts—what will hold objects 

to subjects, soothe an open wound. To love 

the censer, make a shape of its smoke and an act 
from wringing, from shaking. Pretend an oven 


gives instead of otherwise. You are hard, 
wood and bone and gossamer-strong, 
curled in on yourself, against the universe. 
Set upon the firmament of sleep a jar, 
which guards the ash of that evening 

you stole away, safe from last words. 
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patience 
after Octavio Paz 


tall tree in the ear, 

garden of face— 

when you burst this brittle 
pot, will |, now broken, 
learn how to listen, 

lie face down, 

bury my head in the richest 
earth, and, mouth 

full, go praising 

each fruit? 
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Previous Publications 


“Glass Elevator” first appeared in We are a Website. 
“Leaping” is forthcoming in the exhibition guide to Concrete Island, an 
NUS Museum show. 
“Gongs, Alarms” first appeared in Mascara Literary Review. 
A version of “Hedge Fund Managers” is forthcoming in SG Heart 
Maps as “Businessmen”. 
“Bak Kut Teh” first appeared in Prairie Schooner. 
“All The Sounds of Mynahs” first appeared in From Walden to 
Woodlands. 
“Seven Thousand” first appeared in Quarterly Literary Review 
Singapore. 
“Midautumn” first appeared in Eastlit. 
“Losing Count” first appeared in SingPoWriMo 2014. 
“East Coast Park” first appeared in Kitaab, and was subsequently 
featured in Text and the City. 
“While You Were Sleeping” is forthcoming in Left-Right as “New 
North”. 
“Serendipitously” is forthcoming in SingPoWriMo 2015. 
“Gravity on Knees” first appeared in Poetry Quarterly. 
“Deciduous” first appeared in A Luxury We Cannot Afford. 
A version of “Greater Than the Sum” first appeared in Third Coast as 
“Son”. 
“Cremation” is forthcoming in Wallflowers and SingPoWriMo 2015. 
A version of “Patience” first appeared in Desde Hong Kong as “Tall 
Tree in the Ear”. 
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About Math Paper Press 


Math Paper Press 


Math Paper Press, an imprint of BooksActually, is a small press 
publisher of petry, new wave novellas, full-length novels and essays. 
Its eclectic range of literary and visual works also includes photo- 
graphy collections, memoirs and young adult fiction. Math Paper 
Press also distributes books by selected small presses. 
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About Ten Year Series 


TEN YEAR SERIES 
by Math Paper Press 


Ten Year Series seeks to apply Singapore-style structural discipline 
to the making of a poetry manuscript. The annual Singapore Poetry 
Writing Month serves as a gathering point for poets who have the 
desire and potential to put together a manuscript to meet like- 
minded individuals. These poets then develop their manuscripts 
over more than a year in small, peer-driven workshops that provide 
the community encouragement and the critical scrutiny to nurture 
growth. Finally, the best manuscripts are subjected to an intensive 
3-day bootcamp, where publishers, academics, editors and fellow 
practitioners provide rigorous input. Only those that survive this 
nightmare make it to print. 


The six graduates of the inaugural Manuscript Bootcamp in March 
2015 will be the first to be published under Ten Year Series: David 
Wong, Tse Hao Guang, Amanda Chong, Daryl Lim, Jennifer Anne 
Champion, Samuel Lee. 


Ten Year Series is an imprint of Math Paper Press. Manuscript 
Bootcamp and this collection are supported by the National Arts 
Council of Singapore. 
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About the Design 


This text uses FF Kievit, designed by type designers Michael Abbink 
and Paul van der Laan in 2001. The typeface is contemporary, and the 
precision and simplicity of the characters makes it suitable for short 
paragraph of texts — poetry. The FF Kievit family boasts a wide variety 
of weights that makes it legible enough for use in the body text, and 
outstanding enough as headlines. 


Each poem is centralised to the page to ensure that text does not get 
lost in the spine of the book and is in the reader’s direct view. 
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About Sarah and Schooling 


An ardent supporter of Singapore’s literary scene, Sarah and 
Schooling is actively involved in designing books and publications 
across multiple genres. Since their founding in 2013, they have been 
responsible for nearly 70 original literary titles over the past three 
years, spanning the genres of poetry, prose, plays, graphic novels and 
aesthetic collections. 


Notable examples of their work include Singapore Literature Prize 
winner, Joshua Ip’s Making Love with Scrabble Tiles (Math Paper Press, 
2014), historically significant titles such as The Collected Poems of 
Arthur Yap (NUS Press, 2013) as well as Gopal Baratham’s series of 
books including A Candle Or The Sun, Sayang, The Collected Short 
Stories and Moonrise, Sunset (Marshall Cavendish, 2014), Southeast 
Asian speculative fiction Lontar 3 (Epigram Books, 2014), and the most 
recent Olivia 2 Sophia (Monsoon Books, 2015). 
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The city is a prism through which ordinary life, at first a 
seeming undifferentiated white, splits into its constituent 
colours. In Deeds of Light, words are prisms through which 
experiences are revealed. Belying a desire to make new and 
bright the usual ways of talking about place and belonging, 
these poems in both form and content navigate the myriad 
ways in which the sound of speech and the habits of culture 
interact and assert themselves. 


About Tse Hao Guang 


Assembled with parts from Hong Kong and Malaysia, Tse 
Hao Guang is interested in form and formation, creativity 
and quotation, lyrics and line breaks. His chapbook is 
hyperlinkage (Math Paper Press, 2013). He graduated 
from the Masters of Arts Program in the Humanities at 
the University of Chicago in 2014 with a concentration in 
poetry and creative writing, and co-edits the cross-genre, 
collaborative literary journal OF ZOOS, as well as UnFree 
Verse, an anthology of Singapore poetry in received and 
nonce forms. He serves as the critical essays editor of 
poetry.sg, an online repository of local verse, as well as 

a directory of the people who write it. 


www.tsehaoguang.com 
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